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iansv as a rule,
are probably far
more familiar
wiiu the rain" of
the Khlne Hum
theyarewiththe
ruins or the l'o
toinac.

The German may have the ad-

vantage in ape ami majestic appearance;
tlie glides who tell you about them may
tharge more for their services and speak
not rer English tlian their Virginia con-
temporaries, hut the riiins themselves
Jhouid be far le.Ns Interesting to the Amer-
ican sightseer than those nearer horned

One Van gain a reasonable and fairly
" aei urate Iilea of the Miovr places of foreign

he will but read what has been,
written about them.

It is the domestic article that ha
attention, and it is only whn the

foreigner mrncs anion?: us that we realize
Ji- - nearness of these iiolnts Of bit ere- -t and
survel that they liave not been t bought of
r appreciated before. .
A tr-- down Hie Potomac would develop

teverai of the show places of Virginia:
jil.- - e. worthy of a visit from every --Vmer:-f.

u.n fraveier, ami places that have not so
I.ir been despoiled by the relic-hunt-

r made common by the daily excursion.
The traveler may see them without pav-

ing an admission fee, anil the egg-- iiell
refuse of the paper lag luncheon N noticea-
ble !i its

These historic- - points, near and el so
far. iiave been neglected for other reasons
than because tin' general public knows- lit-

tle r noilumr of llieni, except through the
dry and unprofitable mediuni of State
li.stones, or the text-lwo- of childl.ood.
Thej are not vwiled een by tliose ac-q-u.i

ated with their locality, because of
tie :r inaccessibility and the leugth of

- t.n.e necessary to reach them lrom cen-

tral points.
H1STOKIC OLD WESTMORELAND.

Virginia has given theeountryotii
of its I'lentdcnis. and on --third o: tnee
li.ne conic from "Westmoreland county,
riduibiy no spot in all the land is -- o rich
jn historic interest as that single county ot
the Presidential Mate.

Here were the hoinesof Washington. Mon-

roe and a branch of the Le? family. whoso
name has been identified with national
lnsor since tin- - di.vs or the earlies eolo-iii- )

No more beaut fittl or historic house
stcnas today in ihc land Una t:u grand o!d
mansion of tin- - Lees, hirh up on the bank
of Hie l'otoinac, Stratford Hall.

To the traveler m search of the historic
. it would be a veritable fin J. and even the

mere onlooker, wiio travels- tax nothing but
pleasure, could not fail but be impressed
wi i its beguiles.

The homo or Washington and Monroe
:ir likewise rich in oIoninl interest. Al-t- :

ojgb tiie houses have long since lieeu
raz d. and hardly a vesuge of them

except the foundations, the broad
aere over which they presided are still
there, and it takes but a feeble effort of
the imagination 10 people them with their

--- bev.jgged proprietors ami surround them
vvit't an air of days.

It is not alone because or its past that
"Westmoreland county is interesting, al-

though its and association5! of days
agone are the magnet which draws the
traveler thither. He will find in the in-

habitant- of today much that will claim
Inpatient ion. Living within a hundred miles
or a great cny. Hiey have never relt its
influence, and ihcab-enc- e of railroads and
rnod-- means or transportation has left
tliem .stationary in the Onward march of
the tinie.s.

Tlic still live in I he early d:eys of the t eu-lu-

and their methods, and manners- are
tho-- e of their fathers. Their lives are
bt,J'ided by the limits of their possessions.

lit Log Cablu Stands in "What "VViik

the t Yard of Tliii. Colonial
Mansion.

and their horizon is outlined by the pine tree
ftnamp In the rear and the Maryland hills
across the river.

Hack from the iier the local coloring
Stands out boldly, and to the lsltor it is
almost like stepping backward into jts- -

terday and living' the life described in
- the books he has read.

THE TRIP II Y RIVER.
Fr.jni Washington tothchomeof theMon-roc-

the trip is. jo s,,nic degree, tiresome
Hid uninteresting. It may be made either

; by raii to Frederick and then across country
by buckboard, or the traveler may take a
Treiirlit steamer down the river. Or the two
the latter is preferable, because it is shorter.
Tl-- traveler leaves the boat at that parti-rolore-

many-gable- d bummer resort,
so different iuappearauce from

Its staid, surroundings. The' place wasiumed Colonial because of
sigtufi auce of the surround-

ing country. At tbi& seon ,f the year the
deserted paviliun, abandoned board walk
and v.eather-bcate- n advertisements an-
nouncing bathing suits for hire. gie ll a
particularly forlorn appearance.

An nnucnl colored man stands on the
wliarf.indiinportuncs the occasional visitor
to enter a carryall and be conveyed to his
destination without the inconvenience of
wit feet and d trousers, ne" is a interesting old man, and as there
Is no town ordinance fixing the rate of cab-htr-

his customer should always profcr
h'm half the :.mouut he asks, which will
tc aicepted.

Ftcwart Is the old man's name, and in
audition to being farmer, hackmau and
political boss of Iti6 colored brethren, he
leads their thoughts heavenward on Sun-
days and "toils'' from (he pulpit of the
eoloredlog church back in the pine swamp.
Stewart lives on the farm which "was once
twned by Piesident James Monroe, and

where the latter was born. His white-
washed log cabin stands in what was once
therroutynrdofthiscolonialmanse.atidliis
children play in the shade of the great locust
tree whose branches once brushed against
the wuidow.s or the Monroe nursery.

M.AItKED BE A TREK.
The tree Is the only mark to indicate

where ouce stooiXthc house. The bread,
green lawn which swept rrom the trout
door to the loadway has given place to a
cornfield. Ten jcars ago the foundation
walls lose three or rour lectabove the earth
and the deep cellar was choked with
weejls and (angled undeigrowth. Hut all
this lias disappeared. The wulls have been
razed, the cellar filled ujv with bricks and
earth, aim tne old tree, gnarled ami twisted,
stands alone to mark the birthplace of the
man who framed (he 'Monroe doctrine."

1'aMorSte wart ispiosrei-siv- and he reads
tlienewspapers. He lia.iheard of the Monroe
doctrine and he knows that the man who
oneeowued his. farm is famous hnd known
by many people. When the government
purchased Wakefield Stewart realized
for the firL time the historical importance
of his own place. Htftiwnsbut u few acres,
hardly more than ;i hundredth part of the
original plantation, but his farm contains
the site of the old homestead. He is sorry
now that hedestroyed the foundation tliata
few cars of corn might grow in its place,
and hellves with but one hope lor the. future,
that the government will grow generous
in providing monuments for its heroes and
eventually jmrchase his larm for the site
of one to Monroe.

In Stewart's rickety old trap the visitor
draws up beneath the locust tree and steps'
out on a horse block, where once silver-bucklc- d

gallants handed out their 'faire
ladyes." The house, which was burned
during the civil war or Jut before, must
have been a massive building of the old
Southern type. The upper stories were
of wood, with loundalion and first floor
of brick brought from England. Traces of
the foundation can still be seen among the
furrows of the newly-plowe- d ground and
for a space of seventy-fiv- e feet square to
the north ot the old locust tree the earth
is strewn with broken pieces of brick and
bttsof pottery and china ware,
which the plow ha& turned up.

The house stood facing me south and
from the upper windows the broad Po-

tomac could be seen. Momoe Ilay extends
to within a hair mile of where the house
stood and in that day was a glistening
.sheet of water several miles in extent.
The largest vessels could come to the
iloiksal Stave Landing, but a quarter of a
mile awav. where now the smallest bo its
find it difficult to enter. Mouroe Bay is
bu a remnant of what it w.is in the time
ot the man whose name it bears and. like
the plantation, lias dwindled to but a slvul-o-

of its former self.
Several years apo the old Monroe est itc

was nurchased by illy capitalists, who
despoiled it of the umber and then par-
celed out the land to negro tanners. Their
whitewashed shanties dot the rich bottom
lands that once formed the house lot of
the original plantation.

A PRINCELY: DOMAIN.
Iu the days of President Monroe the plan-

tation Included 1 ,800 acres bordering on the
l'otoinac and extending back into the pine
s.vamps of the interior. The house lotalone
contained eighiy-eigh-t aeres.strctchingfrom
the front gate down to the toll-gat- e on
the Frederick pike. To tiie left of the
house was the garden, marked by an

pear tree, whiili i still bearing. Mid
to the right and slightly in the rear were
the servants' quarters, blacksmith shop and
oilier outbuildings.

In the rear the pine trees of the never-endin- g

swamp crept close to the hotue and
hul out all but a narrow btrip of north-

ern sky. The .entire outlook was south
and east, where the sun was warm and
smiling and the bay glittered at the door
of the old houso and the blue hills of
Maryland loomed hazy in the distance.

The squalor of the present negro owners
i iu strong contrast with the splendor and
munificence iihich must have reigned in
the days of its first owners, when the
winding horns announced the approach of
the Frederick mail coach, and the Wash-
ington., Lees, Kaiidolphsand the county gen-

try visited from plantation to plantation
for weeks at a time.

Tiie neighborhood of the Monroe plan-
tation is rich in the folklore of the negro.
Tltej tell of many gruesome bights seen late
at night around the spot where the old house
stood. They tell them religiously, like
most people do their prajers,and ask the
stranger, if he doubts th ir word, 10 prove
the truth of their statements by inquiry in
the neighborhood.

It is said that every .spring, on a certain
night, when the moon is right and the
tide is full, a light rises irom among the
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roots of the old locust tree.aud goss swing-
ing down across the garden to the pear
tree, and over the rolling meadows to the
place which was ouce the family burying-groun- d.

The negroes say that there is
money buried in the garden beneath the old
pear tree, and mauy have been the fruitless
efforts to find it.

The old brick well at the back of the"

house, which was filled up only a few
summers ago, has also been the scene of
many explorations for hidden coin, all of
which, it is needless to say, have been un-

rewarded. Until the recent newspaper
talk about the Monroe doctrine and the
government purchase of Wakefield but
few of the colored people knew of the his-

toric interest attached to the locality.
There was nothing but a few old bricks
scattered about among the furrows and
the locust trees to mark the spot where a
President was born. The bricks will be
there- - until the relic hunters carry them
away, and the old tree will stand stiff and
firm against the storm, while Pastor Stew-
art will live in hope and wait for a gener-
ous government to reward him.

WASHINGTON'S BIRTHPLACE.
MountTYemon has become so associated

with the name of Washington that Wake-
field, the place of his birth, lias been push-
ed almost entirely into the background.
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Hut lillle is known of it by the general pub-
lic, and in a majority of the histories of the
Fattier, of His Country It has merely been
referred to as tlie place of his birth and
where lie passed (he earlier years of his life.

Like many of the old Virginia names,
thufor Wakefield is not .of a town, but
nu estate. Some chroniclers have given it
the importance (hub is its due and devoted
pages lo descriptions of the old Potomac
lioni'e and the early liTe of Gen. Washing-
ton. In Liter years, however. Mount Ver-nc-

has claimed the attention of the
nnd visitors to" tlie tomb, when

they asked where Washington was boru,
have usually received the answer, "Oh,
down the river somewhere."

The government! also bas slighted Wake-
field in favor of its more famous rival, and
it was only in late, rears that, official rec-
ognition was accorded It and steps taken
to mark tlie spot. -

Like all the old-tim- Virginia estates,
Wakefield has been divided and subdivided
among heirs until it s bur a remnant of
Its former greatness, and the larger por-

tion lias passed into the hands of strangers.
ADJOINED TIIE LEE PLACE.

The original plantation lay between the
Monroe estate. On the north, and Stratford
Hall, the demesne of the Lees-- , on (lie
south. It extended rar back Into the coun-
try, and came down from tiie hilisthroiigh
the pine .swamps to the dark, rich lowland
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along the river front. The house In which
George Washington was "born stood on a
point between twocreeks which ran In rrom
the river, nnd made a Ion?, narrow penin-
sula. The spot was selected with nice

ror it commands an excellent
view of the river, both north and south and
a vista In between the hills shows the roll-
ing upland to tiie west. Bridge's Creek, on
the north, and Pope's Creek, on tlie.south,
wind and twine their glistening lengths
along the meadow an l almost shut in the
promontory.

A mile to the north of where the house
stood is tiie long wharf, built a rew yeais
ago by tlie government, but for Just what
purpose no one seems to know. Tiie wharf
is HOO yards long, and the rows of lion
piles stand as straight and firm a.s the day
they were sunk. The wooden flooring,
however, has begun (o show evidences of
neglect, and is fast rotting a way. It is said
that SHO.UOO was appr priated for the

of constructing a suitable wharf and
landing place at Wakefield, Va.. but the
present structure gives no evidence of hav-
ing cost that sum. nor, in fact, hair of it.
It was to tills wharf that the monument was
brought from the navy yard, and then
dragged for a mile and a half across tlie
meadows to Its site.

If the sightseer vlits Wakefield by way
of tlie water he must either walk-th- e dis-

tance or make arrangements to have a (earn
in waiting. From Colonial Beach, the
nearest stopping place of the liver steamers,
the trip is made easiest and best by boat.
It is much shorter, and one avoids the g

roads of the land Journey. To the
visitor tiie country about Wakefield at this
season of the year presents a particularly
monotonous aspect. The depurting winter
lias left behind it a country without the
slightest bit of color to relieve tlie eye.

Everything is brown, brown, brown. The
fields, the trees, the grass, the birds, tlie
very sky and air seem to isike on the same
monotonous tint. Tlie people arc brown.
They live brown, look brown and cat brown
food. They wear brown clothes, brown
hats and beards, their complexions are
brown, and they chew great quantities of
sweet brown tobacco. Their very conver-

sation is brown with the sameness of
thought, action and surroundings.

Thej arc very hospitable,
obliging, courteous people, and will go out
of their way to accommodate you.

Their lives are so quiet and uneventful
that they welcome the sight of a stranger
and will go to any reasonable length In

order that they may enjoy his society and
learn of the of the outside world.
In a countrv where a man's nearest neigh-

bor lives two miles away, and the paper
comes sometimes once a week, where
strange faces are at a premium, and (lie

secrets of every household are as an open
book, ir Is not strange that men grow to
know each other and grow tired.

OLD GRAVES.

In a plowed field beside the road from the
wharf to Wakefield are the graves of two
members of the Washington family.

The gray, d headstones lie
crumbling among the furrows, and were it
not for the fact that two tall trees stand
guard, over these desecrated graves they
would have longsincc been plowed r and
obliterated. Time and the moss have al-

most removed the Inscriptions,- - and one
stone is half covered with earth and gra-- s.

Enough can be deciphered, however, to
show that John Washington, eldest son of
Capt. Lawrence Washington, was burled
there, nnd the rear, cut roughly at the head
of tlie stone, Is 1690. The inscription'
states that John died in his tenth year in the
month of January. He was probablynamed
after the brother of Capt. Lawrence Wash-

ington, who came to tyis country about the
of the seventeenth century.

The second stone contains the simple
statement, that "Here lies the body of
James Augustine Washington of Pope's

Va., who died In 1729." Then fol-

lows a long list of the people to whom the
dead man was related and the names of
places some of which he probably owned,
but the sand has done its work too well,
and they are almost undecipherable. .

The road rrom the wharf to "the birth-
place," as the natives call U, was pur-
chased by the government from Mr. John
E. Wilson, the present owner of that part

of the original plantation, togeVlicr' with
scvera H acres, surrounding the bite thb
monument. The road is fiftyrTect) wide
and ji mile and a half long. nudt.Ue entire
amount, of land is but nineleeiit aqrjep, yet
the government paid Mr. Wilson ?30"pO for
it, and now Hjnt .gentleman .cajiit on
the front porch of his square w(hHejhouse
that btnnds back from the roadj'and'watch
the erection of (he monument as 'hVifoiiles
and jingles the coin in hie pdcl&t.'"

The guide who took The Times mnn
from the wharf to Wakefield hous was
evidently- - very much afraid of Mr.1 Wilson.
Notwithstanding there werenumenouBshort
cuts across the gentleman's land, jyhtch
would have materially lessened, lhe dls-- ,
lance, the native kept to the road, with
the remark that "Kurnul Wilson was'
mighty unsartln," and it was best to
keep on government property.

The first eight of (he' spot "Where the
house stood is rather discouraging. Thpre
does not seem to be much ot Interest,
and the place Is Jittered with stones and
rubbish and the tools of tho workmen
engaged in creeling tho monumenL

Tho site Is on the exact spot where the
house "bucc stood, and In digging the work-
men have laid bare tlie walls of the old
foundation. The thin English brick crop
out from the red clay sail, and the "oyster
shell" mortar still clings to them.

In Ihoee days houses were built to stand,
and (he mortar was made of the very bcstJ
material. This section of V.irginia is
doited .with the lulus of houses which Jiavo
burned or been lorn down, leaving (he old
brick chimneys and foundation, walls si ill
standing. The bricks are in perfect condi-
tion, ami could be used again In building
weic it not for the mortar which clings
to diem and cannot be lemoved without
dest roving the brick. Several piles of
brick, unearthed in Iajing the foundation
of (he monument, are scattered about over
the ktiri.il on which the house-stood- . An
eriorl is to be made to preserve them from
Hie K'lic hunters, and the watchman will
be placed iu charge when the work is com-
pleted to receive strict .Instruction to
allow no one lo cairya brink away.

OLD HOUSE WAS HUHNED.
Like (lie house, the house of

Washington was many years ago,
bul a general idea of Us appearance can
be obtained from Hie people living there-,- ,
about, who have talked of It with their
ralheis ami their father's fathers. The
house evidently faced south, with its side
toward the river, and the 'winding drive- -

way fiom the county pike swept around
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the edge of the knoll, glanced down at the
water.--, or i'ope's Creeu and drew.up betorc
the doorway on the othersute cftl.e circle.
In what must have been the front yard
theie still stands the rotting stump or an
ancient oak. which waved before the
doorway and shaded the front 01 the house
from (he summer sun.

"Wide joulu's, supported on foundations
or brick, encirclen the house andreaclied
almost to the pines thut rringe the edge
of the knoll, wheie it drops off into tiiec reek.
Here the dwellers at Wakefield home could
sit and look put under the high branches
or the pines at the broad Potomac, sweep-
ing down the bay, and the blue bids of
Maryland edging the further shore. The

n piclme of Washington with
Lafayette on the porch at Mount Vernon
would seem much more appropriate here,
where the view Is grander and the oppos'e
shore twelve mifes away. At this point
(lie river bends to the right and cuts great
ensh from (he Virginia side, and then turns
again to its natural course to ward tlie south
and east. Situated In the heart of the
bend, Wakefield house stood. nnt-'in- - full
view of passing vessels, and the Outlook
from (he tipper windows o'ver the water
was uninterrupted to the spot twenty miles
away, where sky and river met.

To the rear of the house the ground sloped
until it met the waters of Tope's creek,
which sent a small offshoot up thai way.
There could not have been room for many
outbuildings here, and tlie numerous quar-
ters and oft ires which surround every old
Southern mansion wete probably situated
to the north and west. In what is now
Mr. Wilson's cornfield. The majority of
the cultivated land of the plant, tion lay
In that direction, and on the road from the
wharf to the house (here are several an-

cient buildings which look as though they
might have done duty- - as overseers' co't-tag-

during the days of the old house, but
of course they are of a much biter time.

During tlie work or excavating for tlie
monument several interesting relics have
been unearthed. One workman lirted out
a shovelful oi earth with a large pewter
spoon adhering to a piece or brick. Another
found a small silver pitcher which, from
tlie design and workmanship, must have
been made many years ago. A long bar
of iron was brought up a few days ago. It
was twisted and blackeued by the fire
which destroyed the house over 10o year-ag- o.

and covered with rust. It was evi-

dently a girder in the framework of the
house and when the coating pf rust and
earth wasscraped awayilt was found to be
as strong and firm as ever.

If it be (rue that men partake of their
environment and are influenced by their
surroundings it is easy to account, for the
noble traits of character and true

of the race of Lee.

TAM1LV OF LEE.
From Col. Richard Lee. who immigrated

to this country in 1G-1- to Gen. Robert E.
Lee, the gallant soldier, there were, six
generations. Every man who bore the
name did something for his country, and
their praises have been sung in song and
story and in histories of the natioti.

Richard, Lee, jr.. second son of the
immigrant, was the founder of "the Strat-
ford line of Lees.'" He was born in 1647
and died in 171 4.

Thomas Lee. his fifth son, and the great
grandfather In the maternal line, of Gen.
RobertE. Lee. built the historic seat known
as Stratford Hall. He named it after his
English estate of Stratford and it was
here that Gen. Lee was born and his

died in 1750.
Thomas Lee was the first governor of

Virginia, and wasFrcsidentandcommander-in-chie- f

of tlie colon v when appointed to
that office by the king. His commission
reached Stratford three days after his
death, so he never look the oath of office.
The original Stratford Hall was destroyed
by fire about 1720, and the present house
was built some lime between, the years
17?0 and 1735, but the exact date is un-

known. It Is said that Queen Caroline,
hearing that Thomas Lee's house had been
burned, sent him a present which enabled
him to rebuild it". Every brick In the
structure was brought from England, and
today It stands as firm and solid as ever,
a magnificent I rllmtelohonest workmanship.

It is a beautiful old house, and there are
few more magnificent country-seat- s in
Virginia today. It stands imposingly on
the hills above the Potomac, in the lower
part of Westmoreland county, about seven
miles from "Montrose Court House. Dr.
R. H. Stuart, a polished gentleman of the
old8chool,isi(8present6ccupant,andliehas
made nu effor.t to.furnish the interior after
the manner of his forefathers.

Dr.StuartisadirectrdebcendantoftbeLce

V ,to ,a"Uf fr.y'l-V3.-feP1S- - A. . '

family, and the house came to him by her-
itage. He lives there with his wife, and
divides his" time between farming and med-
icine. Stratford Hall is back from the river
about-t,w- miles, and is a good twenty-mil- e

drive from Colonial Beach. At this sea-so- u

of the year it is a particularly diffi-
cult place to reach , nnd only he who has the
temerity to undertake a twenty-mil- e drive
over Virginia winter roads may see It.
Leaving aside the question of roads, the
drive is an interesting one. Tlie roads
are dotted with deep mud holes and choked
with tree btumps. Tlie driver guides
his scraggy brown ponies so they will pass
on oiiher side of them, but notwithstanding
his care, a wheel occasionally sloughs down
into the mud or grazes the trees.

It may lake a little longer in the end to
reach a given point, but what is time In a
country where there is not ji watch or clock,
except iu the houses of the "quality?"

When they come to an obstacle they drive
around It. If a mud hole forms In the new-ma-

path they merely turn the horse's
head a little farther and drive around
that also. The negro cabins are full of
children nnd yellow dogs, und both rush
eagerly to the roadside at the sight of a
strange face, and watch the buckboard un-

til it disappears in the distance.
Catllc anil hogs ruu wild in tlie road-

way, and when they become too numerous
the driver gels down with his whip and
drives them into tlie underbrush so that
his, horses may pass. Meetings on these
roads are few, but if it is "cote day" at
Montrose, and you arc fortunate, you may
come across Kurnul Barker on his way to
" 'tend cote." He is the old Virginia gen-
tleman wit h flowing white beard and whisk-
ers, d soft felt hat and low-c-

waistcoat. He greets you with a pleas-
ant "Howdy, stth." and one's hand goes a.s
Instinctively lo one's tiat as though greet-
ing a lady.

As the visitor approaches Stratford Hall
the country bccome- higher and more open.
The pines and gums slip back from the road-
side and the swamps ;ive way to rolling
apland, crossed by d fences and
with white, d 'arm houses
showing up In the distance. The country
looks less poverty-stricke- n and one seems
to breathe freer as though emerging rrom
confinement.

At. Stratford Corners the road branches
o the left and winds over the downs to-

ward the river. It approaches tne Hall
in the rear, and h e through the
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trees shows the tall, vaulted chimneys of
tc ol, man0r house. At the gate which
opens from the main road Into the private

'Ji

driveway there is a sign which says, "No
admittance lo picnic parties and sight-
seeing, tramps." It was placed (here by
Dr. Stuart because the place was overrun
with excursion parties in the summer nine,
who wanted to see the house and came at
all times of da y and night.

A COURTEOUS HOST.
Dr. Stuart, however, is always idad to

see his friends, and the stranger who asks
civilly for the privilege of going over the
old manse will find him a ery pleasant
gentleman, willing to extend a warm wel-
come.

The driveway from the main road is per-
haps a quarter of a mile long, and an excel-
lent view of tlie rear of the house may be
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Lying on the

obtained as it is approached. It Is a splen-

did old mansion, and its squareness of out-

line and solidity of construction are more
apparent on closer view. It stands out so
strong and boldly against the sky and the
trees beyond; Its architecture is so simple,
almost homely, and its appearance so

straightforward and uprlqht, that you un-

consciously put It down at first glance as
an honest old house, where honest, straight-
forward, upright people have lived, who did
not have a skeleton locked in the closet or a
black horse In the stable.

It is, not full of corners and unexpected
turns, llkelhe modern villa, and there is
nothing crooked about It. It Is set squarely
on its foundation, the broad, heavy wings
flanked bv outhouses, and tlie corners
are sharp nnd clear and truthful looking.
With such a birthplace no man could help
but be noble, patriotic, cultured and

There was a time when a solid brick wall
surrounded the garden and entire house lot,
and when one stops to realize that every
brick In itcrossed the sea berorebcing placed
In position, it is seen that the expense must
have been considerable. A row of white
palings now mark the dividing line between
the cultivated fields and the front lawn
and where the iron gate breaks m the tall
stone hitching posts still stand. A wide,
brick-line- d driveway circled about the
house and at the family entrance on the side
there stilt remains the crumbling stepping
stone, on which many generations of Lees
have descended from their coach and four.
The bricks atound the driveway still crop
out among the grass and sand, and the con-

tour of the carriage road and brick foot-pnt-

are yet visible. In the yard !i?s a
solid iron shotthat was hurled from a cannon
on board a British warship that sailed up
Hie river main-- rears ago. The plckanin- -

uies play with It now, and thej tetner
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horses to it in the springtime, when the
grass Is young and sneet.

At the right of the driveway as you enter
the house lot Is the kitchen, also built of
brick. It is one of the flanking outbuild-
ings, and was placed away from the house
probably because that source1 of comfort,
the black cook, had so manysqtellltes re-

volving around her, and drawing susten-
ance, light and warmth from her .center,
that it was absolutely necessary to give her
elbow room. The kitchen does duty now as
a woodhouse, and the chickens crawl in and
roost where juicy steaks and hot corn-brea- d

once held s way.
The main house Is built In the shape of the

letter H and the heavy square wings are
connected by a wide, almost square, hall,
which does not come out as far as the build-
ing line. There are no front steps, and
from the appearance of the house at the
presentday.never were. Those whocame.to
make a visit ascended by the straight, seve-

re-looking stairs sho wn in the picture, and
entered the broad hall with its vaulted
celling and walls. The great,
warm-lookin- fireplace blocks the further
end, and wide, double doors open Into the
passageways between the chimneys which
connect with the rooms In tlie wings. There
are eight chimneys in the house, and tney
are built slanting so that they come to-
gether in t wcuirchcd groups of four each at
the roof.

The first floor is flush with the ground
and contains the same number of rooms as
tlie floor above. The rooms were used ror
miscellaneous purposes connected with
the outdoor lire or the people of the Hall.
There wasa saddle roomandaharnessroom
and a room where the dogs were
kept In the winter time. Everyone or the
eighteen large rooms in the house lias its
open fireplace, and In the majotity of them
there still remain the great, heavily-carve-

iron
An effort has been made to furnish the

house as nearly as possible In the
way. There are large four-pos- t

bedsteads in every sleeping room, and tall,
hardwood "dressers," with shining bras.s
knobs, and delicately-carved- , slender spin-
dle legs, for which a collector of antiquity
would pay ji small fortune. In the hallwaj
Ihe heavy oak floor is as smooth anil even
as the day it was put down, and many a
dashing gallant has led his stately Phyllis
through the formal figures of the Virginia
reel over its polished surface. A square,
heavily-mad- oak table stands in the center
covered with glass dishes riiled
with wax riowersand placed on ruzzy many-colore-

woolen mats, in precise array.
AN ANCIENT INTERIOR.

Between the deep window seats the walls
are lined with heavy, black wainscoting to
the height of a man'- - waist, and the panel-
ing reaches from there up tothe ceiling. Be-
hind it, in (he recesses or the thick wall,
is the priceless treasure or the old house
rows upon rows or books In
heavy, bindings, line the
shelves. They form what is perhaps the
oldest library in the United States, and are
almost beyond value. The visitor may
feast ids eyes, but he must not handle them.
The Hrsl Lees eacerly acquired alMolunies
pertaining to their adopted Country, and
tiie shelves are rih iu early histories.
They thumbed the pages of '! he GeneraJI
Historie of Virginia," "Purcha IIi

and "The True Discourse of the
Present State of Virginia." All the rooms
on this rioor are large, high ceiled ind welt
lighted. There are ancient
brass nobs on the doors with ponderous
bolts and fastenings. A winding stair-
way leads to the floor above and out on to
the squa re platforms built between the chim-
neys. There Ja hcaui iful ie w upand down
the river as rar a.s the eve can see. and orf
over the rolling pinc-clac- country to the
south and west.

At the northwest corner of the house is
the square brick, dairy, built on the same
plan as the mam house. To the right, as
you face it, is the laundry, with the rem-
nants of a wide biick walk twisting awar
l.et ween the trees to the spring-hous- e in
a little vaiiey 300 yards away. xt the
back of the hoi.se tlie kitchen flanks one
comer, and the office of the oerscer, the
house servants' quarters and the great
stables, with accommodations for over
a hundred horses, stretch away in a long
brick row. At the right or the house, be-
tween the laundry and the kitchen, are
rour great beech trees. Their branches
lower high above the chimney tops and re,.ret aml at the tUrn In the road you ia-t-

.shingles in the winter meuvelv walk the horses, and look lsekvery presence-bespea- ks through the trees for a last giimpse of the
sweep across
winds, Their
time of long ago. and their moss-grow- n

trunks, covered with the initials of mnny
an old Virginia name, vie in giving an ap-
pearances of ancient respectability to the
place, with the pictures of sober, earnest
looking men, bedimmed with age, and
darkening in their massive gilt frames,
which hang on the walls inside.

To (he east, the woods, which come up
rrom the bluffs along the river bank, press
close against the wall of the garden, and a
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Leaves Neglected.

thick tangle of undergrowth hides from
view one of the most interesting sights
about the old place. Here, on a little
knoll, lopped with pine trees, shut in by
the bushes arid choked with briars and
weeds, is the burial place of Thomas Lee,
first governor or Virginia, anil his wife
Hannah. But a small part or the old brick
vault remains, and that is half filled with
earth and rubbish. Lying on tlie Uaves
beside It is the headstone, neglected, which
once marked the grave of Gen. Kobert E.
Ece's r. Some colored
boy has set a rabbit trap against

Looked, Back. for.

w

IttiMli Eaijerly to the Hoad.-idi.--.

of die stone, and a dead hare Mes JU
crushed bciicalh the corner. The deep cut.
queerly marked inscription on tfce slone,
is .still legible, and reads as follow:

Ilere lies Buried

The Hon,.,.Ie- - Cor, THO? LEE
Who dyed Nov 14 1750,

Aged 60 Years
And his beloved Wife
M!-- : HANNAH LEE
She departed this Life
Jannuary 25 1749-5- 0

Their Monument 1 Ereeted
In the Lower Church of
Washington Parish
Ik this County 5 MHe afcoe
Their Country seat
S1KATFORD HALL

Thn( is all that tells of Thomas Lte &h1!
his wife Hannah ami although ifeefr memt-me-

still stands in Washington Pari
tlieir tomb is crumWins away atKf the
headstone which marked their graves
now used ss a rabliit trap.

Theokl plaee i full of these sad eTidetK-es- ,

of neglec t The staWe topieee-nn- d

part of it has been pulled down to make
way for a modern, imitaiatcd p4t tom-hous- e.

The dairy is windowiess ami rifled
with hay Chickens roam about throagtt
the lower part or the house and many of
the rooms are shnc up and deserted.

Dr. and Mrs Stuart love the ohl plser.
but.are unequal to the expense of keeping
t in repair. The house itself is still well
preserved and will withstand many a
long winter, although the meld is creeping
up on the walls or the first story and the
grass is sproutingbet ween the bricks which
line the driveway. The visitor tarn h
hnefc on it and drives awav with a sigh of

red glazed brick and towenns: chimneys
of Stratford Hall, the home of the Lee.

TONGUE GOT HIM I" THOITHI.E.

Hank Hurshtr Attempts. n Job on a.

Cold Night and Meets Disa-t- er

Ft. Binicit. (JcO Cor. ofl'hiia. T.M'..
Uurinz the severely coKI weather m

January just pa-- t Tip Hurbank.a notOTwms
robber." was captured in the fBowing
singular manner.

Tip went out alone one night to make a
raid on the First National Bank r tbts
place. His plan was to enter through a
window at the rear of the buiKhng. t

make his way through the rooms ami
orrtres back, finally working bis way U tlie
vault. An iron grating protected thi win-

dow, or course, but Tip would make short
work of this with hi files and screw-

drivers had not Jack Frost plnyed a hand
iu the game. The night was an intensely
cold one. and The streets were hke glass,
a heavy snow two weeks previH; having
malted" as It fell and then frozen over
snit.oth and hard. While Tip was films e
first bar or the grating his foot sHpped.
throwing him forward violently agawst
tiie" window. As luck would have it. the
fall jerked his mouth open, forcing his
tongue his lipsr fairly freezing
it to the iron bars.

All efforts to release himself were in
vain, as nothing short of putting his
tongue out by the roots would havcerrected.
this, and he could not bring himself t
do it. A night watchman making Mb

rounds round him a half hour Inter almost
dead with old. Tip is alive and sarely-hoiise- d

in jail now. but his tongue wHI

never wag again. - It Is completely .'

hopelessly paralyzed.

BALLADE OF THE S4.000 KED.
t Written for the Times-- )

The Astors.Sloa ues and VanderbiUsw"re,
it is said, among the first to Take up the di-

vided bed n both heir town and countrj-houses-

Moruiug Paper.
All hail the grand divided bed!

Its praises shout unto thesky.
The couch of wood must hang its head.

No wealthy swell will east his eye
On it, but spread his wings and fly

To dream "beneath the flowered quill
That grace the bed adopted by

r The Astors.PIO.ines and Vanderbitts- -

The glorv of the cot has fled. ?J
No more its bosom will untie

Day's weary knots when day has sped
For him who poppled meads wouhl sp.
Unto the grim mosquito spry

That on his moonlit nose tip tilts
He'll mean. "This is enough to try

The Astors. Sloanes and Vanderbilts.'

The fold.ng bed is flown and dead.
The occupant no more will cry

For help when by ir. be it said.
He's banced and flattened like a pie, ,
Unto his fine brass nest hell hie.

That still more bright tne gas begtlts
Than gold ror which most gladly vir

The Astors, Sloanes. and Vanderbilts.
ENVOI.

Upon the d bed, oh. fie
The rose or peace that never wilts.

Makes rosv beds where seldom lie
The Ators, Sloanesund Vanderbilts- -

,a JLast Glimpse.


